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" I shan't get up to-day. You manage somehow on your
own/' she asked her daughter.
" Why, where are you feeling bad, mother ? "
Uinichna examined the tucks on her old bodice, and
answered without raising her eyes :
" I feel bad all over . . . just as though everything inside
me has been beaten to a pulp. . . . When I was younger
your dead father used to go mad and beat me. . . . And he'd
got cast-iron fists. ... I'd lie for a week as though dead.
And that's just how I feel now: everything inside me
seems to be broken, I'm all thrashed. ..."
" Shall I send Mikhail for the doctor ? "
" What do I need him for ? I'll get up somehow."
Next day she did get up, and went out into the yard;
but towards evening she took to her bed again. Her face
swelled a little, and bags of water appeared under her eyes.
Several times during the night she raised herself on her
arms, lifting her head from the piled pillows, breathing fast,
suffering from a shortage of breath. Then the choking
sensation left her, and she could lie quietly on her back and
even get out of bed. She passed several days in a state of
quiet renunciation and peace. She wanted to be alone
and when Aksinia came to see her, she gave curt answers to
her questions and sighed with relief when she went. She
was glad that the children spent most of the day in the open
air, and that Dunia rarely came in and did not pester her
with questions. She no longer had need of any sympathy
or solace, A moment had come when she felt an over-
whelming need to be left alone, in order to recall much of
her life. Half closing her eyes, she lay for hours without
stirring, except for her swollen fingers gathering the folds
of the blanket; and during those hours all her life passed
before her.
It was amazing how short and mean that life appeared,
and how much of it was oppressive and bitter, how much
she had no wish to recall. For some reason, her memories
and thoughts turned most of all to Gregor. Maybe because
she had not known freedom from anxiety for him during
all the years since the beginning of the war, and because
he was the only link binding her to life. Or perhaps the
yearning for her elder son and her husband had been numbed,
|iad faded with time, for she recalled them more rarely, and